0 Christmas Tree 


Author: midnight_moonlight 


Bands: Foo Fighters 


Characters: Dave Grohl, Taylor Hawkins 


Relationships: V/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Dec 25 2017 10:31:53 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


0 Christmas Tree 


He'd always loved the Rockefeller Christmas tree. So much so that he has a canvas of it on his office wall, an 
obvious reminder of the child that lives deep in his soul. Of course we'd seen it. We've travelled the world so 
there have been several meetings with the massive tree and the ornaments that surround it: 


But we'd never had the time to stand and appreciate it. 


So, in the weeks leading up to Christmas 1998, | took him. I'd told him that it was part of his Christrmas-cum- 
birthday gift and a rare chance for us to spend some time without the other guys around. 


Truth be told, there was more to it than just celebrating Christmas and Dave's birthday. There was something 
that had been living in my soul, something that ate away at me every day and which kept me awake at night. 


Wrapped in thick, winter clothes and with hats on our heads and gloves on our hands, we made our way along 
the wind and snow swept streets. Beside me, | could feel Dave trembling with excitement rather than the cold. 


"Nearly there, T," he muttered. "Nearly there." 


| smiled to myself and reached out to place a hand in the small of his back. Darkness had fallen a few hours 
previously and the windows were lit with sparkling holiday lights. We paused every few steps so that Dave 
could stop and look in. He'd take a disposable camera from his pocket and snap a photograph before moving on 
to the next one. He truly was a child at heart and he wanted to capture every happy and excited moment that 


he came across. 


We turned that final moment and Dave stalled. Just stopped dead in his tracks and stared straight ahead of 


himself. My smiled widened and | leaned in to rest my chin on his shoulder. 
"Merry Christmas, D." 


He pulled away, completely ignoring me as he wound his way through the crowds of people. No one jostled him, 


nor did they stop him as he slowly walked towards the brightly lit tree. 


It towered over us, every branch lit with a million bulbs. The occasional coloured bulb was hidden among the 
primarily gold lights and smaller trees were lined up on the plinth beneath it. Large wreaths hung on the 
building behind it and human-sized angel ornaments sang the tree's praises. It was beautiful and so very 


perfect. 


If | could have taken the energy that was coming off of Dave and bottled it, I'd have made a small fortune. He 
was so excited, so in his element. All he wanted to do was walk up to the tree and hug it. If he could have 


taken it home, he would. 

We walked among the crowds, listening to the cacophony of different languages, until we were standing right 
beneath the boughs. Dave's head was craned right back as he took it in. The camera was inched from his 
pocket and a cautious photo was snapped. Bathed in the warm glow of the tree's lights, he was adorable. | 
wanted to bundle him up and carry him home. 


Which was exactly what | intended to do. 


There'd always been something between Dave and |. Something that was more than a brotherly love. Many 
people had commented on it and we'd always laughed and brushed it off. We knew it was there but we'd never 
acted on it. 

"Dave," | softly said. 

He didn't turn from the tree. "Mmmm?" 


"There's something | want to ask you about." 


"Mmmm?" He was mesmerised by the tree and | suspected that | had no chance of getting him back. He'd 


found his true love and it wasn't me. 


| want to talk about us." | paused and took a deep breath as | turned my attention to the tree. "I love you. 
And not just in a best friend, brotherly, we're-in-a-band-together kind of way. Dave, | love you like you would 
a husband or wife. | love you with my whole heart and | think that you feel the same." 


From the corner of my eye, | watched him tear his attention away from the tree and turn it to me. My heart 


skipped a beat. 
"You do?" he asked. 
Without looking at him, | nodded. "I do. Tell me you feel the same. Please." 


The silence that fell between us was broken by the sounds of those around us. People were coming and going, 


completely oblivious to what was occurring beneath the world's most famous Christmas tree. 
"Look at me, Taylor." 


My heart was hammering in my chest and | could hear the blood pounding through my skull. Suddenly | felt 
lightheaded. Suddenly | didn't want to be there any more. | shouldn't have said anything. | should have kept my 


mouth shut and let us exist just as we were. 

“Taylor, please." 

Slowly, | moved to look at him and was surprised at what | found. His face was lit by the tree's soft light, his 
eyes sparkling with joy. He took a step closer to me and placed a hand on my cheek. Closing my eyes, | leaned in 
to his touch, enjoying the warmth against my skin 

‘| love you, Taylor. Love you with all my heart" | felt him take another step closer, his warm breath now 


tickling my cheek "You're more than a brother to me. More than a friend. More than a drummer. You hold my 


heart" 

We must both have moved at the same time because pain flared through my nose as it made contact with 
Dave's. Laughing, | opened my eyes and rubbed my face. My friend's face was lit with the same playful glee 
that mine most likely was. 

"Want to try that again?" | asked. 


"What do you think?" 


Wrapping one hand around the back of Dave's head, | stepped closer. Standing beneath the tree and bathed in 
its gentle light, everything was perfect. Everything was how | imagined that it would be. 


For the first time, my lips touched Dave's and | felt my knees go weak. His lips were soft and plump and oh- 


so-warm, moving slowly against mine before his tongue flicked across my bottom lip and encouraged me to 


open up. And the way that his hands rested against my back and drew me to him made me never want to pull 
away. Instead | wanted to stand there forever, bathed by the light of Christmas, and kissing the only man that 


I'd ever fallen in love with. 


